Deason inherits legally from dying season;
Protected by the wide peace of the sun, the planets
Continue their circulations; and the galaxy

Is free for ever to revolve like an enormous biscuit:
With all his engines round him and the summer flowers,
Little upon his little earth, man contemplates

The universe of which he is both judge and victim;
A rarity in an uncommon corner, gazes
On the great trackways where his tribe and truth are
nothing.

Certainly the growth of the fore-brain has been a success:
He has not got lost in a backwater like the lampshell
Or the limpet; he has not died out like the super-lizards.

His boneless worm-like ancestors would be amazed

At the upright position, the breasts, the four-chambered

heart,
The clandestine evolution in the mother's shadow.

'Sweet is it', say the doomed, 4to be alive though

wretched/

And the young emerging from the closed parental circle,
To whose uncertainty the certain years present
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